he barely noticed. Pierrette and Frederic offered to ac-
company him to Tiercelin's place, but he declined in a tone
of irritation, without even a word of thanks. In his haste to
be free and to forget his family he found all refusals easy.

Yvette opened the door and could hardly conceal her'
disappointment and annoyance as she recogni2ed Malinier.
Once a month he made it his duty to call on the wife of his
colleague Grandmaison, who had for three years been his
next door neighbour in the Belle Etoile Assurance Co., and
was now in a Stalag in Brandenburg. She disliked his habit
of appearing in her life like a statue of the Commander, all
the more so as he was uncouth, ill-dressed, too obviously
hard up, and rather effusive. She was even a little afraid of
the man. Conversation with him was hardly possible. For
most of the time he talked and talked with a sort of dismal
violence, and his fevered eyes and raucous voice suggested
the raving of a visionary monk. The misfortunes of France
were always present to his mind. He felt them in his heart
and in his flesh, he suffered like a mother watching the^
death-agony of her child.

* I have just left the office/ he said, following Yvette into'
the chromium boudoir.    * I meant to walk home, but it
began to rain. The underground was packed. Think of the
days when we could just get on to a bus. If only that were
all!'

He took a chair and put his hat on the floor, and sat down,
surrounded by her mirrors, her chromium-plating, her
velvet-seated chairs, the whole costly interior of which
every item was an indictment. Yvette did not feel very
comfortable: but Malinier, insensible to such matters,
noticed nothing.

6 Is Elizabeth well ? * she asked.

e So-so. She always talks of coming to see you, but whati